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OBITUARY NOTICE 

FROM 

The Aberdeen JoumaV^ of 2gih April, 1884. 



By the death of Miss Helen Jane Gerard, at No. 
6 Chanonry, Old Aberdeen, yesterday, in her 84th 
year, there has passed away the last survivor of an 
eminent Aberdeen family. Her grandfather was the 
Rev. Dr. Alexander Gerard, who was appointed, in 
1753, Professor of Natural Philosophy in Marischal 
College. He had the merit of introducing into the 
University an improved plan of theological education. 
In 1756, he gained the gold medal offered by the 
Philosophical Society of Edinburgh for the best 
"Essay on Taste". He belonged, says a writer, to 
a literary society at Aberdeen which numbered among 
its members Drs. Blackwell, Gregory, Reid, Camp- 
bell, and Beattie, men who not only raised the cha- 
racter of the University, but shed a lustre on the litera- 
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ture of their country. In 1760, Dr. Gerard was chosen 
Professor of Divinity in Marischal College, and in 177 1 
was preferred to the Theological Chair in King's 
College, where he remained till his death, in 1795. 
He was succeeded by his no less distinguished son. 
Dr. Gilbert Gerard, who, having acted as minister of 
the Scotch Church at Amsterdam for several years, 
returned to Scotland in 1791, and soon after obtained 
the Greek Chair at King's College, which he resigned 
for the professorship of Divinity on the death of )iis 
father. Jn 181 1, he was appointed to the second 
charge of the Collegiate Church of Oldmachar ; and 
died in 181 5. Like his father, he made several im- 
portant contributions to the theological literature of 
the country. His family, of whom the lady who 
died yesterday was one, gave evidence of great talent 
One of his sons, Captain Alexander Gerard, of the 
Indian Army, proved himself a distinguished scientific 
traveller; and another. Dr. James Gilbert Gerard, of 
the Bengal Medical Establishment, accompanied his 
brother in many of his excursions and surveys among 
the Himalaya Mountains. Captain Gerard died at 
Aberdeen in December, 1839. Another son was for 



man^ years minister of Stracathro in Forfeishite. 
Miss Helen Jane Gerard, who was one of three sisters, 
added to 9 fine literaiy taste great accomplishments as 
a musician, the harp being her favourite instrument. 
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PREFATORY NOTE. 



It has been suggested that it would be acceptable to 
many of the friends of the late Miss Helen Jane 
Gerard, were a selection printed from the short poetical 
pieces found among her MSS., and already more or 
less known to those who were on a footing of intimacy 
with her. Hence the present publication. 

For the selection of the pieces the Editor is alone 
responsible. They have been taken for the most part 
from MSS. bearing the title of the present little 
volume; but some original pieces have been added 
from a book of "Morceaux Precieux" — (partly ori- 
ginal, — partly collected) , — and a few specimens 
(mostly early) have been given of her Translations. 

The pieces in each branch have been arranged 
mostly in order of the dates marked upon the MSS^ 

Not a few of the later pieces were composed, and 
were written out by the Authoress with her own hand, 
after she had become totally blind. 

Aberdeen, October ^ 1884. 
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I. 
PENS^ES FUGITIVES. 
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ON THE DEATH 

OF 

A BELOVED PARENT. 

C HE has gone, — she has gone from us, — the white- 
haired of our hearth, — 

The venerable form we loved, has passed away from 
earth : 

That aged hand that used to guide our tottering steps 
aright. 

The bland kind face that smiled on us, have vanished 
from our sight : — 

The trembling voice that weaker grew, as our own 

gathered strength ; 
The time-dimmed eye that knew not day, save only by 

its length ; 
The heart that had grown old in life, before our own 

were formed ; 

And yet, for us, with alF the glow of early youth was 

warmed. 

I 



And while the earth to other eyes without was bright 

and gay, 
She saw within^ though dim the lamp, that lit the house 

of clay ; 
She has gone away and left us, and our hearts no more 

shall greet, 
The cheerful form that used to fill the fireside vacant 

seat. 



And she, the long-loved dear one, whose locks, now 

snowy white, 
Once floated o'er a sunny brow, in ringlets dark and 

bright — 
In vain our eyes shall wander to see that silvered head. 
While memory whispers to our hearts — that aged one 

is dead. 



She has gone, — she has gone from us, — ^the white- 
haired of our hearth, — 

And she we loved to look upon, is lying in the earth ; 

She has left us but bright memories, that may not 
pass away. 

Until our forms shall moulder where we laid her 
senseless clay. 
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And yet we ought not mourn for her, we ought not 

shed our tears, 
For one who has been spared to us, for more than 

fourscore years; 
For we know that tho' her body Hes beneath the 

death-cold sod, 
Her blest spirit will for ever dwell in the presence of 

her God I 

1845-46 



WHY SHOULD WE WEEP? 

Why should we weep ? 
Affection's tribute to the dead is tears ; 
Yet should not Grief be uncomplaining borne ? 

The grave but nears 
Mankind to that blest spot where Heaven itself appears. 

Why should we weep ? 
The loss of those we love is not for aye ; 
Tho' care may now around our hearts be worn, 

Quick comes the day 
When over a// bright joy shall shed his ray. 

Why should we mourn 
The quiet given to the troubled breast ? 
Or view with pain the widowed heart forlorn 

Sink into rest ? 
As does the gentle dove within her downy nest ! 

Then mourn no more 
Bereaved ones ! For who from this world are riven 
With glory in the skies their God adore ! 

By whom is given, 
To those who die in peace. Eternity in Heaven. 

1849. 



THE PASSING BELL. 

When the wind bloweth 

O'er the lone plain, 
And the heart knoweth 

Peace, sighed for, again ; 
When the storm beateth 

Through the deep vale, 
And the ear meeteth 

Sad sounds on the gale, — 
'Tis the bell ! — ^the passing bell ! 

When the night wind sigheth 

O'er the shut flower, 
And the last hope dieth 

With the parting hour ; 
When voices have murmured 

Farewell !— 
Hark ! the bell !— *Tis the passing bell 1 

When the heart keepeth 

Its vigils alone, 
And the eye weepeth 

O'er happiness flown ; 



When soft music haunteth 

The breeze as it flies, 
And the wearied soul panteth 

For its home in the skies, — 
Hark ! the bell !— Tis the passing bell I 

When the loved one forsaketh 

Earth's sorrows and gloom, 

And the final link breaketh 

That chains to the tomb ; 

When mourners are breathing 
Farewell 1 — 
Hark ! the bell ! — ^Tis the passing bell ? 

17th Dec, 1849. 
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A TRIBUTE OF AFFECTION. 
(To MY Best Friend.) 

When busy memory brings before me 

Shadows of the past, 
And the spell of other days is o'er me, 

The sweetest and the last. 
Scenes of happier hours I see. 
Sacred to friendship and to thee. 

The beaming smile, the kindly word. 

Come swiftly to my view, 
And the mind so richly stored 

Gives forth its treasures too — 
That boon of happiness was mine 
To hear those hallowed tones of thine. 

Oft in the solitude of night, 
My thoughts unbidden flow 

Into the past, when all was bright 
And joyous — long ago ; 

Thine image — Hke twin souls apart — 

Become a portion of my heart ! 
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Oh ! loved instructress of my youth, 

Methinks thy counsels rise 
As the unerring page of truth, 

Impressive — powerful — wise. 
Then dearest, earliest friend, once more 
I'm with thee — as in days of yore. 

And tho* no longer I behold 

Those lineaments refined, 
In Fancy's regions still we hold 

Communion of the mind ; 
And my fond prayer will ever be — 
** May life have brightest days for thee ! " 

13th Dec, 1849. 



JOY. 

Away with care and sadness ! 

They find no welcome here ; 
O, give me mirth and gladness, 

The drooping heart to cheer ! 
For me each coming morrow 

Fresh scenes of pleasure brings ; 
The shadows of past sorrow 

Take flight upon its wings ! 

Then why, my friend, not cherish 

The joys new moments bring ; 
Though Autumn flowers must perish, 

New blossoms come in Spring. 
Hopes of a happy morrow 

Shed sunshine all to-day ; 
And thus each transient sorrow 

Will swiftly glide away ! 



17th March, 185a 
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CONTRITION. 

Forgive me now, my fault forget, 
Ah, see ! I ask it with my burning tears ; 

And let the pain when last we met, 
Be buried with the griefs of former years — 

Forgive me now ! 

Believe, I never meant to wound ; 
My lips the heedless words had scarcely spoken, 

When, sad result ! too late I found 
Affection's sacred chain was all but broken — 

Believe me now ! 

Forgive me now, forget the past ; 
Ah, could you know what anguish has been mine, 

That thoughtless accents like my last 
Had power to grieve a heart so kind as thine — 

Forgive me now 1 

The trust of early days restore, 
Let not a passing cloud our friendship sever, 

But reassure my mind once more, 
That ties like ours were made to live for ever — 

Forgive me now ! 

1 2th Sept., 1850. 
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MINGLED THREADS OF LIFE. 
A Night-thought. 

The world without is hushed to rest, 
No more by busy life oppressed; 
The world within asserts her power, 
In deep reflection's sacred hour. 
Here, in stillness and alone, 
I muse on years of pleasure gone, 
So bright — they seem but newly flown. 
Oh ! what tender memories come 
Of a happy hearth and home ! 
Visions of a buoyant youth. 
Rich in Friendship, Love, and Truth ; 
Records of unclouded bliss. 
Too joyous for a world like this. 
Monuments of Time and Fate 
Come thronging back, — too late, too lat 
Kindred buried in the past, — 
One left, the dearest and the last. 
• ••••• 

What is Life ? — A dream gone by ! 
What is Joy ? — A mockery ! 



7^ 



v! 



12 

What is Wealth ? — An empty glare ! 
What is Faith ? — ^A deep despair ! 
What is Hope ? — ^Ah ! there is light, — 
Breaking on the gloom of night, — 
As clouds of darkness, one by one, 
Melt before the rising sun ! 
Aching heart, lay down thy grief ; 
Drooping soul, behold relief; 
Sinking spirit, faint no more, — 
The battle's won, the conflict's o'er. 
Weary frame, forget thy pain, 
" The woe is past," nor comes again ; 
Mortal, lift thy streaming eyes. 
To happiness beyond the skies ! 
Oh ! holy peace, breathe on my brow ; 
Enfold me in thy pinions now, — 
Sweet piety ! my soul embue. 
Sign of the faithful and the true. 
The Father promises, — the Son 
Fulfils, — and now God's work is done. 

But hush ! I hear a distant chime. 
It is the warning voice of Time ; — 
Pale thought extinguishes her light, 
— Visions of the past — Good-night ! 

nth Sept., 1857. 
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" NOT NOW ! " 



I AM too young — the stirring voice of morning 

Calls me to wander gaily while I may ; 
My heart leaps up, restraint and task-work scorning;- 

Not now the hard-won, steep, and narrow way ! 
When it is night, and, in the world-wide meadow, 

The pleasant paths I can no longer see, — 
I will sit down, and rest in the safe shadow — 

Of Him who died for me ! 



I am too full of life, and life's ambition — 

Strong resolution glows in every vein ; 
And I must conquer fame and proud position. 

If human effort can the goal attain. 
When I have won the prize, and my feet falter, 

And hand and heart sink down all wearily, — 
Life's fleeting sands may flow before the altar— 

Of Him who died for me ! 
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I am too happy — I^ve and Hope have bound me 

A willing captive with a chain of flowers ; 
Music and mirth are floating all around me, 

I cannot give to God the sunny hours. 
When Time shall bring my treasures desolation, 

When no sweetness in IJfe's cup shall be, — 
The bitter dregs will do for a libation — 

To Him who died for me ! 



1857. 
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TIME IS LIFE. 
A Night-thought. 

Dark shadows round me fall ! 
Night comes in anger over land and sea ; 
No moon, no stars, the canopy of heaven 
Adorn ; gloom hangs her darkest pall 
Of heavy clouds ; rude howls the tempest ; 
The Spirit of the storm is out and rages over all- 
Faint emblem of that fell anarchy 
Far in the East ! 

On India's sultry plains 
Thousands of bold brave hearts 
Are faint for aid. 

Our good, our great, our best are panting there, 
Shut in with famine, sickness, and decay, 
Waiting for succour by the distant sea ! 
Oh, Father ! send relief — 
For time is life ! 

Thou who rulest the whirlwind and the storm, 
Can'st save Thy people from this fearful doom. 
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Hear my prayer ! — O Lord ! I lift to Thee 
My piteous cry for help— 
For help ! Sister in heart to all who pine 
In that vast land of blind Idolatry, 
Whom savage hordes surround ! 
Who languish in captivity, or seek 
In flight a brief refuge ! 
Save them, O Lord ! 
For time is life ! 



Aid the brave leader of the brave, 
Devoted Havelock, whose courage like 
A beacon from on high, has conquered fate, 
And crown'd him hero of a hundred fights ; 
He with his gallant band closed in by deadly foes 
Must perish soon, without Thine aid ! — Save, Lord ! 
For time is life ! 



Worm tho' I be, I humbly supplicate 

Thy blessing on the heroes ! Tis only Thou 

Can*st guide the barque to India's distant shore, 

Bring light where darkness reigns. 

And plant the Cross in that benighted land ! 



^ 
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Now all is calm ! Nature, once more at rest, 
Sinks to repose. The fitful blasts have ceased, 
And lo ! the Eastern star is rising. 
Bright as a harbinger of peace 
To come. It is the Star of Hope ! 
Now time is life 

Ocltober, 1857. 
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TO A PEN. 
Received from Mrs. H. R. 

Gift of the gifted one, I turn to thee, 
The true and faithful friend of sympathy ; 
Tis thine the privilege alone to trace, 
Words of affection time can ne'er efface ; 
In absence, thou sweet solace can'st impart. 
And bring glad tidings to the anxious heart ; 
When dear friends wander to a distant land, 
Hope's messenger, thy service they command ; 
Paint, by thine aid, bright scenes of future bliss. 
And shadow out a house of happiness ! 

As present pleasures glide away. 

In "thoughts that breathe" thou bid'st them 

stay; 
Indelibly impress the past, 
And record hours too bright to last 
Gift of the gifted one, to me 
The second-self of memory, — 



^9 

To her my gratitude convey, 
The feelings of my heart pourtray ; 
My ardent cherished wish to be 
Her friend, — and twice her friend through 
thee! 

December 14th, 1857. 
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THE THREE WISHES. 
A Serenade — For Music. 

Oh ! may the sigh I waft to thee 

Softest sympathy impart ; 
Responsive sigh again to me 

The silent language of the heart 
Borne on kind Zephyrs balmy wing, 

Fond memories of the past to tell ; 
My sigh will to thy fancy bring 

The echo of our last farewell. 

Oh 1 may the hope I smile to thee 

Deep within thy bosom dwell ; 
Then smile again thy hope to me, 

Clouds of darkness to dispel ; 
Those eyes where smiles alone should be, 

Have lately been the home of tears : 
Then let the hope I smile to thee 

Become the light of future years. 

Oh ! may the prayer I breathe to thee 
Float upward to the spheres above ; 
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That thou, who art the world to me, 

Shalt guide me to that world of love. 

My soul that wandered here below, 

In heaven shall join its dearer part ; 

In thee^ its nobler self will know, 

And thou wilt find in me thy heart. 

November loth, 1858. 
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NIGHT THOUGHT. 



The Grave of Memory. 



AN ALLEGORY. 



It was a lone and lovely spot, the grass waved green 
Over a mound where showers of tears had lately been ; 
No stone revealed the victim of Time's fatal power, 
But the one word " Memory " was traced by the 

perennial flower ; 
The drooping cypress there a mournful shelter made, 
And the yew and weeping willow together lent their 

shade. 

Gay blossoms there were none, and the foxgloves* 

purple hue 
Alone entwined the deadly nightshade, as it grew. 
I stood apart, and viewed this still sequestered scene ; 
No bird — no breeze disturbed the holy calm serene ; 
The sunset lit the grave — 'twas now the evening hour, 
And the one word "Memory" shone bright on the 

perennial flower. 
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Now bursts upon the startled ear a song of mirth, 
Harsh and strange it floated o'er that mound of earth ; 
And Joy came bounding on, she struck one chord and 

said — 
" No place is this for me !" flung down her lyre and 

fled. 

I next beheld with radiant countenance advance, 
A graceful figure, Hope was written in her glance ! 
She bent and whispered, as the eternal ring she gave — 
"Sweet sister, rest in peace, thy hope's beyond the 

grave," 
Her anchor by her side, and turning to depart, 
I caught a smile, which lingers still within my heart. 

Now came a gentle nymph, her dove flew on before, 
I knew 'twas holy Peace, for the olive branch she 

bore ; 
She said, " Dear Mother, here by this grave I'm 

nightly found," 
And softly laid her votive offering on the ground. 

Then glided on : when lo ! two figures came in sight ; 
Hand in hand they moved, led by a Form of Light. 
By sable robes enshrouded, one knelt down in tears, 
Her face was worn, for grief had done the work of 
years ; 
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She loosed her silver cord, her shattered bowl she 

gave, 
And laid them with her broken heart on " Memory's " 

grave. 

The other rivetted my wandering gaze still more ; 
Youth and the glow of early loveliness was o'er, 
And in the depth of those blue eyes, there dreaming 

lay 
Shadows of earthly happiness, and hope long passed 

away. 
She, from its resting-place, drew out her severed 

chain — 
Each silken link was broken by life's daily pain. 
And deep within its ruin lay a withered flower, 
Once fair and blooming — gathered in Joy's happy 

hour ! 
One long sigh she breathes, one bitter tear she shed ! 
Then on the grassy mound reclined her weary head. 

Now with uplifted arm, stood forth the Form of Light, 
Her golden cross and crown, her glorious eyes shone 

bright ; 
She spoke in thrilling accents : — " Pale Sorrow, weep 

no more ; 
" Here ends thy mortal strife : Life's struggles now 

are o'er ; 
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" Patience, my child ! thy watchings and thy harrow- 
ing pain 
** For ever cease: thy withered rose shall bloom again; 
*^ Look to the world above : — Earth alone has gloom ; 
" Sighs and the broken heart lie buried in the tomb !" 

Dark shadows closed around — 'twas now the twilight 

hour, 
And the one word " Memory " no more was seen in 

the perennial flower. 

February 2ist, 1858. 
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FORGET ME NOT 1 



(From the Story of Lucy Aylmer.) 



" Forget me not !" 'tis the voice of the flowers. 

Telling of swiftly fleeting hours : 

When the sun like a glory fell 

O'er mountain path and lowland dell. 

" Forget me not 1" 'tis the voice of birds, 
A music fit for sweetest words 
Which asks for Friendship's richest boon 
Lest memory fade and pass too soon. 

" Forget me not !" 'tis the soft breeze's sigh, 
As gentle hearts are passing by : 
And gives the soul the tender thought 
Which makes all else appear as nought. 

" Forget me not !" in your true noble heart, 
Oh ! could I claim but the humblest part, 
I then would in Elysium rest 
With peace and joy for ever blest 



^ 
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" Forget me not !" and my voice I'll raise 
In glowing strains of fondest praise : 
While songs of happiness and love 
" Forget not " echo from above ! 

1858. 
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HYMN— FOR MUSIC. 

Comfort me in sorrow, 

Should my pain not cease ; 
To-day and yet to-morrow, 

Bless me with Thy peace. 
Jesus, hear my prayer. 

From the skies above ; 
Bless me with Thy care. 

Bless me with Thy love. 

Heart ! lay down thine anguish, 

On thy Saviour's breast ; 
Why thus faint and languish ? 

Earth is not thy rest ; 
All of clay must perish. 

All must fill the grave ; 
Still this truth we cherish — 

He was sent to save. 

Lift thy soul in gladness 
To the Eternal Throne ; 

Banish gloom and sadness. 
Heaven is all thine own. 
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Christ Himself forgave us, 
Christ has set us free : 

He has died to save us, 
He has died for thee ! 



2nd August, 1859. 
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THE LAST GOOD-NIGHT. 

Not in the stillness of a summer's eve, 
When burning day's departing glories leave 
Creation's works in soft and shadowy light, 

Was heard that last ** Good-night "; 
But on the wild voice of the stormy gale, 
Which raged relentless over hill and vale, 
Meeting the rain as if in deadly fight, 

Was heard that last ** Good-night !" 

Not in the stillness of that peaceful hour, 
When holy thoughts assert their strongest power, 
And life-worn hearts their daily offering 
Of pained sorrow to their Saviour bring ; 
But, through the mighty blast, the troubled skies. 
Above the whirlwind, though fresh tempests rise, 
While Nature trembled at the withering blight, 
Was heard that last " Good-night !" 

29th October, 1859. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

" Going to Jesus, going to glory now," 
These were her parting words — ere life had passed 
From earth to heaven; ere the last pulse had throbbed 
Of that true heart ; ere the last breath was drawn, 
That wafted her pure spirit to the skies ! 

Her Saviour's love, her Saviour's mercy, dwelt 
For ever in her souL Her thought by day, 
Her dream by night, was of His saving power : 
And in His service, the full tide was spent, 
Of health, and time, and life itself ! 

i860. 
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CHANSON D'AMOUR. 

Fr©m an Imaginary Conversation — Rosa 

AND Helen. 

(Sin^.) 

Light of my life ! When the Summer days 

Of happiness around me shine, 
Thy presence lends still brighter rays, 

Making all bliss more surely mine ; 
Ah yes 1 ah yes ! ah yes ! 

Light of my life ! When the Autumn sky 
Foretells the coming blast is near, 

With thee it passeth harmless by, 
It fails to blight, — it fails to sear ; 
Ah yes ! ah yes ! ah yes ! 

Light of my life 1 When Winter's chill 
Would freeze the current of my heart. 

No human care, no human ill, 
With thee, can lasting pain impart ! 
Ah no 1 ah no ! ah no ! 

i86i. 



33 



TO K. B. 

Oft in the watches of the weary night, 

I thihk of thee ! 
Time almost seems to stay his onward flight, 

So vividly 
Doth memory bring the joyous moments back 

Before my view, 
When sympathy, that through our lives will last 

Blissful and true, 
Drew heart to heart ; and, when this scene is o'er, 
V\l meet thee once again to part no more. 

8th March, i86i. 
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TO M. M. F. 

May Guardian Angels round thy hearth and home, 
Watch over thee, through many years to come ; 
May the best blessings human heart can know, 
Adorn thy onward path, and endless flow ! 
The heralds of a happiness divine 
That in a future world will all be thine ! 
These were my thoughts in sickness, when the hours 
Dragged slowly on : such thoughts were like the flowers 
That spring above the snow, though tempests rend. 
It cheered my soul to think of thee, dear friend. 

2nd April, 1 86 1. 
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ON PARTING FROM MY FRIEND. 

A SHADOW came between my friend and me, 

As a cloud hung in the air ; 
And the bright sunlight that was wont to be, 

Shone out no longer there ! 

It was not that we did not often meet — 

All had its outward tone, 
But words that made communion once so sweet, 

Now were changed and gone. 

A damp impenetrable mist around 

Was spreading everywhere, 
Till the full current of affection found 

No path or channel there. 

But oh ! no chill has fallen upon my heart : 

There feelings warm and true, 
In which estrangement never can have part, 

Must friendship's life renew. 

And I pray that time may send me yet the power 

By deeds all doubt to end ; 
Then trust and confidence will bless the hour. 

That gives me back my friend. 
April, 1 86 1. 
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THE HUNTER'S CALL. 

Up with the lark at dawn of day, 
Up with the lark at dawn of day, 
Up with the lark at dawn of day, 

In the fresh and dewy morn, 
To the Royal chase we haste away, 

At the sound of the hunting horn ; 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! 
Sportsmen bold, both young and old, 
At the sound of the hunting horn ; 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! ho ! ho ! ho ! 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! ho ! ho ! ho 1 
Ho ! ho 1 ho ! Tally-ho ! Tally-ho ! 
At the sound of the Hunter's horn ! 

Through the forest glades away we go, 
Through the forest glades away we go. 
Through the forest glades away we go, 

Hounds and huntsmen all ; 
The haunt of the roe and stag we know- 
Then fly at the Hunter's call ! 
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Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! 

Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! 
The horses bound, and the woods resound, 
To the call of the Hunter's horn ; 
Ho ! ho ! ho 
Ho! ho! ho 
Ho ! ho ! ho 



Tally-ho ! ho ! ho ! ho ! 
Tally-ho ! ho ! ho ! ho ! 
Tally-ho ! Tally-ho 1 



At the sound of the Hunter's horn ! 

Now forward, the deer is in full sight, 
Now forward, the deer is in full sight, 
Now forward, the deer is in full sight, 
And the hounds are in full cry ; 
The sun shines bright, and each heart is light, 
And our hopes are bounding high ; 

Ho ! ho ! ho 1 Tally-ho I 

Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho ! 
We gallop fast, that none may be last. 
To the sound of the Hunter's horn ; 



Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! Tally-ho 



ho ! ho ! ho ! 
ho ! ho ! ho ! 
Tally-ho I 



At the sound of the Hunter's horn. 



October, i86i. 
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ON HEARING BEETHOVEN'S SONATA 

" MOONLIGHT ". 

Over the earth refulgent shone 

The moon's unclouded ray, 
The dark and wooded hills alone 

In deepest shadow lay ; 

The rocky cliffs against the sky 

Fantastic forms displayed, 
And on the summits, towering high. 

The placid moonbeams played ; 

And far away on ocean's breast 

The liquid light was seen, 
Seeming to kiss the waves to rest. 

Calm, silent, and serene. 

But hush ! what wailing cry is there, 

Floating above — around ? 
It steals upon the midnight air. 

With sad and plaintive sound ! 

A troubled soul is grieving o'er 
Its once-loved earthly home, — 



^ 
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Hopes gathered to the dust before 
The harvest-time had come. 

And now it breathes of vanished bliss, 

In accents soft and low, 
When the springtide of happiness 

Was at its highest flow. 

Again its anguish fills the air 

With agonising cries, 
While echo, friendly to despair, 

In sympathy replies ! 

And sudden the fierce and angry blast 

Rushes along the sky. 
The dense and dim clouds chasing fast 

In frantic enmity. 

Through the dark mass, in fitful gleams, 
The moon darts out her light — 

Now bathing nature with her beams, 
Now lost in blackest night 

The silvery streams flood every part, 

Then instantaneous fly ; 
Like cherished visions of the heart, 
' Brightest before they die. 
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The crushing thunder rends the sphere, 

Terrific, — loud, — and long, 
While mountain echoes, far and near. 

Successive peals prolong. 

In deadly sport the lightning plays, 

O'er forest, rock, and flower, 
With blighting touch, and scorching blaze- 

The pastime of the hour ! 

And down upon the stricken world 

Torrents of rain descend, — 
As if the wrath of heaven was hurled 

Its light and life to end ! 

The spirits of the tempest join 

The spirits of the sea ; - 
And warring elements combine 

In wildest anarchy. 

Rain desolates the withered land. 
And rules the stormy wave ; . 

And many a bold and gallant band 
Have found a watery grave. * 

Still breaks upon the listening ear, 
That mourning soul's lament ; 
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Rising in tones distinct and clear, 
Then dying low and faint. 

Ah ! hapless Spirit ! cease to grieve 
O'er fleeting joys and woes ; 

How few, like thee, can hope to leave 
Renown beyond life's close 1 

The world's applause, immortal fame, 

Genius and taste refined ; 
A hallowed and a glorious name 

In thrilling sounds enshrined ! 

And though the master-mind has fled, 

The treasures all are ours ! 
Their spell o'er many a home is shed, 

The spell of happiest hours. 

And should a master-hand impart 

The master spirit's soul^ 
The music of the mind and heart 

In one harmonious whole — 

That mighty charm subdues to rest 
Life's tumults and life's pains ; — 

And, pillowed safe on memory's breast. 
The magic Power remains ! 
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I stand alone — with thoughtful brow ; 

The strains ascend no more, 
And all around is silent now, 

Where music reigned before. 

19th May, 1862. 
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SADNESS. 

Asfc me to sing no more ; — my Lyre 
Has breathed its latest tone ; 

The lay of love, the thought of fire, 
Are now for ever gone ; 

Inspiration's self has fled, 

Become. a legend of the dead. 

Ask me to sing no more ; — in vain 

All efforts of the will 
To wake melodious notes again, 

And vain the power of skill ; 
Returning Spring bids roses blow — 
The heart no second Spring can know. 

But let the strains oft heard before. 

Live on, though silently ; 
Let them, — ah yes 1 I wish no more — 

Enshrined in memory be ; 
Then will the Lyre that breathed its last. 
Unite the present with the past. 
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And though no sounds of sweetness thrill, 

Or float along the air ; 
In friendship's heart they vibrate still, 

Embalmed for ever there ; — 
Without — no signs of music dwell, 
Within — is felt its deathless spell ! 

15th Sept., 1864. 
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THE LAST ODOUR. 

Has Summer come again ? Ah, no ! the trees 
Have lost their verdure, all the leaves are down. 

Has Summer come again ? Ah, no ! the bees 
Seek Winter shelter, and have homeward flown. 

Has Summer come again ? Ah, no ! the song 
Of thrush and blackbird long have past away. 

Has Summer come again ? Ah, no ! the throng 
Of insect life died with the Autumn day. 

Has Summer come again ? Ah, no ! the night 
Looks down in anger from a troubled sky ; 

And the pale moon and stars deny their light. 
To guide the footsteps of the passer-by. 

Then whence that breath of perfume floating near ? 

The fairest blossoms of the Earth are past ; 
Surely the spirit of the flowers is here. 

And from his balmy wings the odour cast ! 
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'Tis not Narcissus — 'tis not fragrant Roses — 

That come like distant friends returned once more. 

A lowly bed of Mignonette discloses 

The precious treasures Summer held before ! 

And now it meets me with a stronger force — 
The breeze of night is rushing through the vale, 

Tears up the tender plant without remorse. 
And scatters the last Odour on the gale ! 

My path is lone and dark, I waste away ; 

And, from this dream of summer-sweetness past, 
The Farewell of the flowers will cheer my way, 

And throw its magic influence round my heart ! 

November 27th, 1864. 
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TO M. A. T. 

Morn comes again — thou art not here, 
A beam of light has passed away ; 

Returning noon-tide fails to cheer ; 
Yon southern region woos thy stay. 

All that can happiness impart, 

Near and around thee constant dwell ; 

Now bringing sunshine to the heart, 
Enduring as thy music's spell. 

Though thy path of life may be 

E'en cast as far as India's dime, 
Mysterious power of sympathy 

Prevails, and conquers space and time. 

Linked to the brave, the true, the tried. 
Ever may blessings thee attend ! 

Through sun and shade, may Peace preside, 
O'er thee and thy loved one, dear friend, 
Nor leave thee until both to heaven ascend ! 

November 20th, 1865. 
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THE LOST CHILD. 

A LITTLE fair-haired child one day, 
In the bright and sunny hours, 

Stole to a neighbouring wood to play, 
And gather summer flowers. 

The wild rose from its stem she pulled, 

The violet from its bed, 
The harebell from its bank she culled, 

And all together laid. 

And though her hands could hold no more. 

She wandered on her way ; 
Some prettier flowers she saw before. 

And some behind her lay. 

She rambled down the haunted dell, 
And through the shady vale. 

Until her heart began to swell. 

And strength began to fail : — 

" I never was so far away. 

But mother used to come, 
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And in her arms along the way 
Would carry me safely home ! 

** I long to rest my weary head 
Upon dear mother's knee ; 

I long to lie in my little bed 
That's always soft to me ! " 

The gentle infant's heart was full, 
And she sank down to weep, 

So heavy, sad, and sorrowful — 
She cried herself to sleep. 

The wood-nymphs from afar had seen 

The child fall helplessly ; 
They could not view the touching scene, 

And leave her there to lie ; 

But softly to her side they trod. 
Kissed her with tender care ; 

Then bore her to their charmed abode, 
Spell-bound for ever there ! 

Alarm had reached the cottage home. 

And filled the mother's heart : — 

" Oh, why did not her dariing come, 

Or why did she depart ? " 

4 
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They hastened to the forest glade, 
Where she was sure to stray ; 

No trace her tiny steps had made, 
But a rose before them lay ; 

And through the vale and down the dell 

Were sweetest violets seen. 
As if the flowers had chose to tell 

Where the loved and lost had been. 

The fragrant guides led to a mound 
Where last the child had lain, 

And there a bunch of flowers they found 
Wet through as if by rain. 

Her mother kissed away the tears, 

By her own darling shed ; 
Despair now held the place of fears — 

Her child to her was dead. 

She took the flowers to her dreary home— 
For all their search was vain — 

As if the missing one would come 
And ask for them again. 

Day after day they range the wood, 
Calling upon her name ; 
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But silence and deep solitude 
Their hopeless loss proclaim. 

And often in the evening breeze 

And on the midnight gale, 
There seems a voice among the trees 

Too like a piteous wail. 

And those who hear it, say the moans 
From the haunted grotto come ; 

That the lost child sighs in weeping tones- 
" O mother, take me home I " 

February, 1867. 
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AN INCIDENT FROM MY WINDOW. 

One day in Spring a noble bird, 
With plumage black and long, 

And note the sweetest ever heard 
To fill the air with song, 

Moved leisurely across the ground. 

That near my window lay. 
To seek if food might there be found, 

Or scattered on the way. 

He searched the brown earth o^er and o*er, 
The green grass next surveyed, 

But neither held for him in store 
A single crumb of bread. 

Then closer to the house he drew, 

Without a sign of fear. 
As if within its walls he knew 

Protecting friends were near ; 

Before him now a morsel lies 

Some kindly hand had thrown. 
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And pouncing on the tempting prize 
He made it all his own. 

But down a hungry sparrow flew, 
And tore it from his bill ; 

So small a thing, did he pursue, 
A blow at once would kill I 

But to his better nature true, 
The fragment he resigned, 

Without a selfish end in view 
Or morsel left behind. 

Let us be generous to the weak, 
Nor their appeals deny ; 

Their wants so eloquently speak — 
" To yield " the sole reply ! 

Mercy a twofold joy imparts, 
A twofold bliss bestows — 

On those who take with grateful hearts 
And those from whom it flows. 

February 13th, 1867. 
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FRAGMENT. 

Bright is the morning and evening sky, 

Bright are the rays of the sun ; 
Bright is the moon as it rises high, 

When the work of the day is done ; — 
But faint are the beams from these that fall 
To the Spirit of Joy that is shed over all I 

Bright are the gushing streams that flow, 
Down the steep mountain's side. 

To the Lake of Silver lying below, 
That vast and shining tide ; — 

But what is the splendour that sparkleth there 

To the Spirit of Joy that is everywhere ! 

Bright are the Eastern flowers that grow, 

Beneath their glorious skies ; 
And bright are the varied hues that glow, 

On the Eastern bird as it flies ; — 
But what is the light of that sunny sphere 
To the Spirit of Joy that abideth here ? 

1870. 
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FRAGMENT. 

Oh I speak not of clouds that are hanging high, 
Oh ! speak not of storms that are gathering nigh,- 
For me the Heavens but brightness reveal, 
I see no darkness, no gloom I feel, — 

Through the light of the Spirit within I 

Oh ! say not to me that the path of life. 
Is strewed with the thorns and briars of strife, — 
Tis Happiness throws his flowers on my way, 
Their blossoms' sweet perfume ne'er passes away,- 
Through the light of the Spirit within ! 

1870. 
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ONE SMILE FROM THEE. 

When the joys of life are flying, 
When every cherished hope is dying, 
What happiness is there for me ? — 
One smile from thee ! 

When deepening shadows round me fall, 
And clouds of darkness hang o'er all, 
What can assuage my misery ? — 
One smile from thee ! 

When Fortune's frown averts my gaze, 
And Fate her sternest front displays, 
My earthly solace still shall be — 
One smile from thee ! 

1871. 
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SIGHS AND SMILES. 

A SIGH for the dreams of the past, — 

Moments too precious to last ! 

A smile for the joy that they shed — 

O ! do not believe it is fled ! 

A sigh for the morning of youth, 

Gilded by Friendship and Truth : 

A smile — though long years may have flown 

Its happiness still is thine own ! 

A sigh for the ruin widespread 

When the pride of the forest lies dead ; 

Sighs for the shadows that fall 

From the cloud which is hanging o'er all ; 

Smiles for the silver-light given, 

Now lining the pathway to Heaven ! 



1871. 
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THE SLEEP OF SORROW AND THE 
DREAM OF JOY.* 

As the night wave playeth 

Along the sea shore, 
And the lonely heart prayeth 

For solace once more ; 
As the stars shed their brightness 

On nature's domain, 
And the breeze in its lightness 

Flies over the main ; 

As the calm of the ocean 

Dark tumults conceals, 
Till the tidal wave's motion 

The struggle reveals ; — 
So the slumber of Sorrow 

Overshadows the eyes, 
And forgets that to-morrow 

New storms may arise ! 

* This poem was suggested by viewing a sculptured group 
illustrative of the above title, viz : — a figure of Sorrow lying 
asleep on a pallet, while the same figure is seen, as if in a 
dream, flying with her hands clasped, in transport. 
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In her dreams Joy springeth 

Her sisters to meet — 
Peace round her fast clingeth, 

Hope sinks at her feet ; 
So long they were parted 

By pitiless fate, 
That she — the sad-hearted — 

Believed it too late ! 



(Song of Joy.) 

Up and away ! 

Ere the dawn of the day 

Sends the stars to their homes in the skies I 
Tis the light that we love 
Shining down from above — 

'Tis the light that the sea-nymphs prize. 
Away I away ! 

Let us bound o'er the sand, 
And dance hand in hand, 

To the sound of the billows' low swell ; 
No power hath the day 
To lure us to stay ; 

The night-wave alone holds the spell. 
Away ! away ! 
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But list to the song 
As it floateth along, 

No music of earth it can be ; 
That mysterious strain 
From the murmuring main 

'Tis the mermaid's hymn to the sea. 



As the last note was dying 

Along the deep bay, 
The night breeze came sighing 

To bear it away. 
Joy paused in her Gladness 

To snatch up a shell. 
Nor heeded that Sadness 

Her tale soon would tell. 
But Hope passed her hke lightning 

A fair form to greet, 
Whose presence was brightening 

The rocks at her feet 
" Ah ! Happiness dearest, 

IVe called thee in vain ; 
When I deemed thou wert nearest. 

Grief met me again. 
Now once more together the world we'll roam, 

Till we seek, and forever, 
Our heavenly home." 
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(Joy singing.) 

Let the night winds rise, 
And the darkening skies, 

Unite with the turbulent sea ; 
The gathering storm take its deadliest form ; 

*Tis nothing but pastime to me ! 
Oh, yes ! 

The thunder may roar, 
As it ne'er did before. 

And flash after flash light the sea ; 
The floodgates of heaven 
Asunder be riven ; 

'Tis nothing but pastime to me. 
Oh, yes ! 

" Hush, Joy ! cease thy singing," 

Then Happiness said j 
'* How the caverns are ringing 

With the noise thou hast made. 
I grieve thus to chide thee 

Thy future so bright. 
But let Charity guide thee, 

And guide thee aright." 
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And Sorrow awoke to reality's pain- 

The silken link broken 
Of oblivion's chain. 

Now sent Consolation 
A message of love, 

By meek Resignation, 
From regions above. 

" If life's darkest lot 
With calmness be borne, 

Then all is forgot 
In Eternity's morn." 

30th July, 1872. 
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THE FINAL WORD. 

They came from the depths of the citron grove, 
Those tender breathings of deathless love ; 
In the air they trembled; they stole through the shade, 
Which sorrow and twilight together had made — 
As the night-gale sighs to the mourning lyre ! 

They met in the glow of the evening sky, 
They parted when sunlight, alas ! was nigh. 
That word, to the trusting heart so dear, 
Still hung on the lip, still fell on the ear — 
As the night-gale sighs o'er the mourning lyre. 

On their inmost spirits it slumbering lay, 
Holy and calm through that long, long day — 
Till the fading light and the evening hour, 
When it woke into life with its strongest power. 
As the night-gale sighs on the mourning lyre ! 

Never again in the long, lone years, 
Did they met in joy— did they part in tears ; 
But their hearts were joined, by that single word. 
Which vibrated there like a heavenly chord ! 



r 
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And the night-gale flies, 
Ere it fainting dies, 
To whisper the tale to the mourning lyre. 

1 2th September, 1873. 
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A TALE OF THE ROSES. 



The Rose said to the Lily, " Thou art fair, 
Yet think not with my beauty to compare ! 
Thy pallid hue for ever is the same, 
Nor to expression canst thou advance a claim." 

The modest Lily gently thus replied : — 

" I am content to grow up at thy side 

An emblem of the purity above 

Which reigns within the world of peace and love." 

" I too," the Rose replied, " have blossoms air. 
Scattering perfumes on the midnight air, 
From spotless white unto the deepest dye, 
I boast variety — none can deny." 

The Lily spoke : — " Thy history's in the page 
Of rival Houses in a bygone age, 
When York and Lancaster met in deadly fight 
With hatred stronger than their strongest might. 

5 
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" The cruel contest raged, the strife went on, 
And victories on each side were lost and won, 
As year by year successive sovereigns reigned ; 
Yet no tranquillity could be regained. 
Till pitying fortune struck aside the blow, 
And hate and rivalry at once laid low. 

" One summer day Elizabeth the fair, 
Renowned for beauty, graced with virtues rare, 
Sought that sweet peace within her favourite bower, 
The outer world denied, e'en for an hour. 

" She gazed into a large and lovely flower, 
The badge of York, and symbol of its power ; 
Unconscious she herself (a fairer rose), 
Would bring the bloody contest to a close. 

" The legend runs that Lancaster the Bold, 
His fancy fired with praises widely told. 
Resolved unseen to view the beauteous prize. 
And ranged the forest in a woodman's guise ; 

" He saw, — ^she won ! all conflict at an end, 
The white and crimson rose agreed to blend ; 
And restless Love a surer conquest plann'd — 
The lasting union of the heart and hand." 
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To all this tale a moral may apply, — 
To live united, and united die. 

Now joined in friendship, growing side by side, 
The Lily's grace subdues the Rose's pride ; 
In every balmy breath from heaven that blows, 
Its fragrance blends with that of Sharon's rose. 

1876. 
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IN MEMORIAM ' 



OF 

MARJORY CRUICKSHANK GERARD. 



Born 1796 — Died 1878. 

O JOIN in holy grief with me, 
A light has from us fled ; 
A loved and loving gentle one 
Is numbered with the dead. 

How sweet the memory still remains, 
To those who knew her well ; 
And of her virtue and her worth, 
My pen can never tell. 

So calm yet bright, so sweet the voice ! 
So gentle was the hand, 
That played the tuneful chords — 
'Twas like a heavenly band ! 

Her sympathy and love were wide. 
Affection knew no end ; 
Her virtues rarely with such wealth 
On one alone descend. 
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Another touch of heavenly grace, 
And heavenly peace and love, 
Was the union of the sisters' hearts— 
Twas — (like the gentle dove) — 

An emblem of the fairer land, 
Where perfect love abides ; 
And where the heaven-prepared one 
In glory now resides. 

December, 1878. 
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ACROSTICS AND VALENTINES. 
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ACROSTIC. 



To A. 



Ah, though my thoughts to thee are ever straying, 
New charms to seek and find around thee playing- 
No smile of hope to light my lonely way — 
Is mine from thee — ^to turn my night to day, 
Even to cheer a life-long constancy ! 

14th August, 1867. 
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ACROSTIC. 



To E. T. 



Ever in my dreams thou comest to me, 
Morning-star of life ! Clouds seen before, 
Move o'er my clear horizon then no more — 
All beautiful and tranquil seems to be 
That wide expanse by thy sweet agency ! 
Here in my heart the bright reflection lies 
On sad or sunny hours, when slumber flies ; 
My visions of the night, each opening day, 
Shine on till they become reality. 
Oh ! that thy pathway o'er the earth may be. 
Now cloudless to the end, as mine through thee ! 

15th August, 1867. 
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ACROSTIC. 
To E, T, 

Ere to our Southern clime thou badest adieu, 

Sweet friend, to seek again thy native shore, 

Thine was my homage — thine my affection true — 

Heart's love, that time will only deepen more 1 

Each evening, when from daily toil set free, 

Remembrance lingers o'er the cherished hour ; 

Thy skilful hand, thy voice of melody, 

Hallowed by music's all resisting power — 

Oh 1 that kind Fate such moments would renew, 

Moments like golden sands, my life to cheer, 

Shining along the path I now pursue 

Of duty, made by thine own influence, dear, 

No lot on earth had ever more of heaven in view 1 

August 1 6, 1867. 
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ACROSTIC— VALENTINE. 

To I. A. 

If separation tests our love, 
Some cease all tender thoughts to cherish ; 
Apt time, for me, and distance prove 
But strengthening ties that never perish. 
Each year revealing more and more — 
Long hidden feelings, warm and true, 
(Love glowing brighter than before,) 
Alike my soul and life renew. 

Away where ShankilVs bastions stand. 
Yet in my heart of hearts abiding — 
Like stars that shine on every land. 
While there^ still always there presiding — 
Affection, with her power divine. 
Retains thee in her sacred shrine, 
Deems absence only constancy's sure sign. 

Feb. 12, iS68. 
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ACROSTIC— VALENTINE. 
To H. D. K. 

How faint the skill of language to convey 

Each cherished memory of days gone by ! 

Like the deep current flowing silently, 

Ever onward until it reach the sea, 

No power can turn my faithful heart from thee. 

Deny me not some token of thy love — 
Adorning life as the refulgent ray, 
Unchanging and unchanged, from stars above, 
Now points to doubtful mariners the lost way. 

Knowest thou not that absence to the heart 
Is fuel to the flame ; so 'tis with me : 
Light feelings last awhile, and then depart : 
Glow mine more brightly, when I'm far from thee. 
Oh ! let the silken bands of sympathy 
Unseen unite us, though apart we be. 
Regarding Time and Space as proving constancy. 

Feb. 13, 1868. 
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VALENTINE— ACROSTIC. 
To E. P. R. 

Even from earliest youth thy gifted mind 
Loved pictures of the Southern world to trace, 
In every scene some living truth to find, 
Some lesson Time might deepen, not efface. 
Adorned with wisdom's richest, rarest flowers, 
Breathing a holy influence around, 
Ever fresh, like the perennial flowers, 
That deathless bloom, though ruin should abound, 
Hallowing by a touch, whatever may surround. 

Pursue, dear friend, thy bright, thy blest career. 
Instruction's self in every page revealed ! 
Thy skilful pen disclosing far and near, 
Marvels in nature, time too long concealed ; 
Along creation's varied path now stra3dng — 
Now mortal fortune, mortal fate pourtraying. 

Reason, in thee, has fixed her home of rest, 

And oft invites her radiant sisters there ; 

Most captivating Fancy is her guest. 

Sweet Hope, who smiles away both grief and cares ; 

All that can cheer the heart and charm the mind, 

Youth's fervour. Taste, and Sense, we see combined ! 

Feb. 13, 1868. 
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CONSTANCY RELEASING CUPID. 

A Classical Acrostic. 

Cupid, of his blindness weary, 
One day strove his eyes to free ; 
"No more I'll bear this darkness dreary, 
So come what pleases, I shall see ! " 
Trying with force his brow to clear, 
An arrow from the quiver sprung, 
Now causing, such a wound severe. 
Confused away his dart he flung ! 
Young Love, more helpless that before, 

Rushed wildly into Danger's snare — 
Each stone and fragment stumbling o'er, 
Led by the impulse of Despair. 
Ere falling headlong down the dell, 
A silken net, around him thrown, 
Secured him by some magic spell 
In Safety's path, from ills unknown. 
New life he feels : — 3. soft embrace 
Gently draws net and bands away ; — 
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Love sees the radiant form and face 

Of his deliverer, Constancy ; 

Vows with a shout of joy and ecstacy : 

" Ever with thee I'U Hve, with thee I'll die '\ 

Feb. 13, 1868. 



1 



8i 

VALENTINE— ACROSTIC. 

"Think of Me in Absence." 

Though brighter eyes may beam around thee, 
Happy in the light of thine ; 
In all the pleasures that surround thee, 
No love can take its place by mine. 

Kindred thoughts, — the silken chain 
Of tender feeling wove in youth, — 
Fond links of memory to sustain. 
Made fast by Faith, and clasped by Truth. 

Encircled thus we onward move, 
Invisibly united still, 
Now, through the mighty power of Love, 
Absorbing time and space at will. 

Beyond this perishable earth 

Such ties as ours spontaneous rise, — 

Elements of heavenly birth 

Nursed here to dwell within the skies 

Can fate more happiness impart ? 
Each living in the other's heart !« 

Feb. 12, 1869. 
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VALENTINE-ACROSTIC. 

To M. C. S. 

My thoughts are with thee, when the early dawn 
Awaketh life in forest, field, and lawn ; 
Rich songs of praise are heard from every tree, 
Yon grove becomes a world of melody, 
Charming my senses, while I think of thee ! 

Unclouded light is spreading o'er the sky, 
Resplendent shines the orb of day on high, 
Zephyrs float around and fill the air ; — 
Of thee they breathe, thou'rt with me everywhere. 
No thing of sweetness, but I find thee there ! 

Soft shadowy twilight comes at last, 

My thoughts are with thee now as in the past ; 

1 live again those moments loved so well, 

Twice captivated by thy voice's skill — 

Here in my heart the liquid tones for ever dwell ! 
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VALENTINE— ACROSTIC. 

** May Happiness be Thine." 

Move on thy path of life, and may it be 

Adorned with all that Love can wish for thee ; 

Youth — with the charm peculiarly her own — 

Holds out to thee the sceptre of her throne ; 

Affection kneels before thee, and bestows 

Pure offering of the heart — a fragrant rose ; 

Peace, gentle nymph, her lily fair and sweet, 

In modesty arrayed, lays at thy feet. 

None of the Virtues will be left behind, 

Each brings to thee an emblem of her kind. 

But see the crown of fadeless flowers for thee, 

Entwined by the Christian Graces Three ! 

They all advance, and place it on thy brow. 

Finding in thee the shrine at which to bow I 

If heart and homage then accepted be. 

Now that my prayer is breathed — Love craves of thee, 

E'en in thy happiest hour to give one thought to me ! 
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VALENTINE— ACROSTIC. 
" Cupid Dreams of Thee, Love." 

Cupid, who loves to wreck the heart. 
Unwillingly his sport resigned, 
Perplexed that not a single dart. 
In all his store, was left behind. 

Denied the sport he loved so well, 
Despondingly he took his way. 
Resolved to seek in slumber's spell, 
Even a brief half-holiday. 

Asleep within the myrtle groves 
Morpheus holds his soul in thrall ; 
Seraph forms around him move — 
One far lovelier than them all ! 

Fixing on her his ardent glance — 
Thine image ! Fancy seems to trace 
(How faithfully ! though in a trance) 
Each lineament of heavenly grace ! 



85 

Eager, heart's worship thee to pay, — 
Lo ! startled slumber takes to blight ; 
Vanquished, at thy feet he lay. 
Overcome by Beaut}''s flood of light, 
Enjoying in thy smiles a blest reality ! 

Feb. 1870. 
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VALENTINE — ACROSTIC. 
"Joyful is Thy Presence." 

Joyfully carols the lark on high, 
Over the sea and across the sky ; 
Youthful voices in sport are near, 
Falling merrily on the ear. 

Under the ivy-leaves and boughs, 
Lo ! the Bee awakes from her long repose ; 
In all the earth, and in all the air, 
Sounds of enjoyment are everywhere. 

The aspect of Nature, bright tho' it be, 
Has no charm compared to one word from thee ; 
Young accents of happiness near may arise ; 
Perhaps so— 'tis only thy voice that I prize. 

Revived into life by the sun springs the Bee ; 
Each eyebeam of thine is like sunlight to me ! 
So o'er the wide world I wander away. 
Ever swayed by thine influence, go where I may. 
Not the glitter of wealth, nor the smiles of the fair. 
Can my heart or my fancy a moment ensnare, — 
Each attraction is powerless if thou art not there ! 
Feb. 1870. 
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VALENTINE — ACROSTIC. 

"Forget me not, Beloved." 

Fair is my garden, the sweetest flowers 
Of nature are blooming there ; 
Rich perfume ascends, when evening showers 
Give life to the earth and the air. 

Encircled by Hyacinth, Lilies, Heartsease, 
The gem of my garden reposes ; 
Mignonette guards it, and the wild bees 
Ever suck it, still more than the roses. 

Not stately in stem, nor gorgeous in hue, 
On its bed, soft and leafy, it lieth, 
Tis tinted from heaven with cerulean blue. 
Bestowed by the day ere it dieth ! 

Emblem of Constancy, faithful and true. 

Loved friends with its name are entwined ; 

Oh, what although Fortune removes them from view. 

Vain effort — they reign in the mind ! 

Ever ** Forget-me-not " cherished shall be. 
Dearest of flowers, as thou'rt dearest to me ! 

Feb. 1871. 
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VALENTINE. 
Lines written beneath a Portrait. 

I gaze upon that noble brow — and there 

High aspirations trace ; 
Thoughts that angels might be proud to bear, 

To their own dwelling-place. 

I gaze into those liquid eyes — and there 

Deep tenderness I find ; 
Affection's flower, expanding, sweet, and fair. 

With faith and truth combined. 

I gaze upon those lips. Love's home is there, 

No need of words to tell ; 
Thine every'smile for my poor heart a snare. 

Thine every sigh, a spell. 

Danger in everything ! yet do I seek 

To sun myself in all ; 
Strong in my love — in resolution weak — 

Rushing towards my fall ! 
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Though brow and eye and lips their force unite, 

To vanquish me alone, 
I seize their strength — ^their deadly aim requite — 

And live by gazing on ! 

Feb. 1872. 
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THE VALLEY. 
From the French of La Martine. 

Sick of all things, even Life's illusions fail ; 

My heart no more will weary heaven with prayers ; 
Grant me alone, in childhood's happy vale, 

A spot to wait release from earthly cares ! 

See ! the small footpath of this quiet glade, 
Winds by these hills, lost in umbrageous wood, 

Which, bending o'er my face its thick-grown shade, 
Leaves me enwrapt in peace and solitude. 

Behold two streamlets, hid by verdant mounds. 
In undulations trace the valley's course ; 

An instant they unite their waves and sounds, 

Then loose themselves unseen far from their source. 

The current of my life without control. 

Like them flowed unmolested and unknown ; 

Here are their waters, but my troubled soul 
No more reflects the Heaven's bright joyous tone. 
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Their flowery banks, with sheltering foliage crowned, 
Rivet my wandering steps the livelong day ; 

And hke a child calmed by some lulling sound, 
The soothing murmurs steal my grief away ! 

In this still place which vernal banks enclose. 
With bounded view of heaven, before my eyes, 

Alone with nature, here my steps repose, 
I list but to the rivers, gaze but on the skies. 

IVe seen, — IVe felt, — I've loved too much in life ! 

I come to drink of blessed forgetfulness ; 
Sweet spot ! let memory henceforth cease from strife. 

Oblivion now will be my happiness ! 

My heart's at rest, my soul in silence dwells ; 

The far-off hum of men in coming dies, 
As an uncertain sound, in distant swells. 

Floats on the doubtful ear as zephyr flies. 

As through a cloud appears to me life's stream, 
In shadows of the past it fades away, — 

And love alone remains, as in a dream, 
One form survives, the others quick decay. 

My soul in this last dwelling-place reposes, 
As a worn pilgrim near the city's gate. 
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Inhales the balmy breeze, as evening closes, 
And rests his wearied limbs, with joy elate. 

Like him from dust, fatigue, and labour free, 
(That travelled way no more can man retrace !) 

Like him our journey's end we gladly see. 
And breathe the foretaste of eternal peace. 

Thy life, like Autumn days, flows sad and swift, 
As shadows on the hills descend in gloom. 

Betrayed by Friendship, and by pity left. 
Alone thou tread'st the pathway to the tomb. 

But nature loves thee, and invites thee here, — 
Seek then the haven of her sheltering breast ; 

While all is changed, no change in nature fear, 
The self-same sunbeams make thy days as blest. 

In paths of mingled light and shade embowered. 
Withdraw thy love from joys that fade away ; 

Adore the unseen nymph,* the sage adored,t 
And list with him lo Heaven's sweet minstrelsy. 

Mark th' earth's dim shade, the cloudless skies. 
Trace through the air's expanse the eagle's flight ; 

Behold the star of Eve in glory rise. 

And range the groves now wrapt in peaceful night. 

* Echo. t Pythagoras. 
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God, in creating, threw, His power to own, 
An all pervading sense o'er Nature's breast ; 

Her loneliest depths ta mortals breathe a tone, 
Who has not in his heart this voice confessed ! 

December 13, 1833. 
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FROM A GERMAN SONG. 

Free Translation. 

I. 

From high Olympus Joy came down, 
To bless the dreams of youthful hours ; 

Dear brothers — then defy the frown 
Pale Envy casts on joys like ours ! 

Chorus : — 

Let the brotherly shout of festivity rise, 
And blend with the songs that we sing ; 

While our voices in harmony reach to the skies 
And our glasses in unison ring ! 

II. 

Plunged in a sea of young delight, 
A thousand pleasures round us smile ; 

Till, fast approaching. Life's dark night 
No more the Sun's bright beams beguile I 

Chorus : — Let the brotherly, &c. 
7 



98 

III. 

Dear brothers, as long as Almighty power 
Permits, Life's fleeting scene enjoy ; 

And when Death's curtain ends the hour, 
We'll join our fathers' ranks with joy 1 

Chorus : — Let the brotherly, &c. 

IV. 

Drink, brother, to thy favourite fair, 
Whose charms thy youthful visions fill ; 

Let acclamations rend the air 
And strike her heart — that heart to thrill ! 

Chorus : — Let the brotherly, &c. 

v. 

Has then one of our brothers passed 
To Death's dim shore his life to end ? 

Oh ! pray — while sorrow's tears fall fast — 
Peace may his silent grave attend I 

Chorus : — 

While tears of fond Aflfection flow 
For our lost brother and our friend, 

We'll pray that Peace amid our woe 
Shall to his silent grave descend. 

April 9, 1838. 
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PRAYER TO VENUS. 
From the Italian. 

I. 

O MOTHER of a thousand native charms, 
Queen of all grace, omnipotent, divine ! 

Grant me the aid of thy resistless arms. 

By which I'd conquer and in conquering — shine ; 

Come from on high, and hear thy votary's prayer — 

Mother of Love 1 oh, bless me with thy care. 

11. 
Thou, who for fair Adonis sighed in vain, 

Know'st the deep anguish of this sorrowing heart, 
Know'st that its every pulse is given to Phaon, 

Whose adamantine breast repels Love's dart ; 
Come from thy throne, thy witcheries shall soothe 
My plaintive strains, and tune to Joyful Love. 

III. 
Inspired by thee, my melancholy Lyre 

Will sue the breeze to bear its notes away 
To that dear youth, whose soul disdains the fire 

Which burns within me, and would woo his stay. 
Oh ! that my grief that stony heart could move, 
That heart alive to everything but love ! 
Sept. 27, 1832. 
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FROM HORACE— (ODE I. 32). 
To HIS Lyre. 

Awake, my Lyre I thy skilUs required ; 
If ever mine, be now inspired I 
If thee I've woo'd in shady bowers, 
Or given to thee my leisure hours, 
If past effusions dare aspire 
To Immortality, my Lyre, 
Teach me to weave the Latian lay 
Sung by the Lesbian youth, to pay 
Tribute to Bacchus and the Muses, 
Venus and Love — What Lyre refuses ? 
He whom I'd imitate, tho' brave 
In war, his soul to music gave ; 
And, midst the clang of hostile arms, 
Yielded to thrilling number's charms ; 
Even when launching from the shore 
His time-worn barque through ocean's roar, 
Sang of the dark-eyed Lycus' tresses, 
Which lent his form a thousand graces. 
Oh light and life of Apollo's strains — 
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Shell of enchantment awake ! 
Who presidest o'er the feast where mighty Jove reigns, 
Soother of Grief, and Sweetener of Pains — 

Oh, thy votary ne'er forsake I 

Oct. 4, 1832. 
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HORACE— (ODE I. 1 1 ). 

To Leuconoe. 

I-.EUCONOE ! nay, the impious wish restrain 

To search futurity, and search in vain 1 

Trust not to mortal's fancied treacherous power. 

To tell the trials of the coming hour I 

Let us, ray friend, our destiny await, 

Convinced the Gods deny from love, not hate ! 

Love in his mercy happily conceals 

What is to be — what Time alone reveals, — 

And bids us seize the blissful hour ere past. 

Even tho' the present winter prove our last. 

List to the ocean's hollow sounding roar, 

Which beats the rocks and dashes on the shore — 

Perhaps its music ne'er again we'll hear — 

Ne'er mark its foam — Death may e'en now be near 1 

Leuconoe, then, let wisdom be thy guide ; 

Look to thy wines, and in the Gods confide ; 

Check too presumptuous thoughts ; thy hopes confine 

To moderate bounds — then happiness is thine 1 
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Even while we speak, Old Time is on the wing, 
With envious haste away our hopes to fling ; 
Catch now with steady grasp the passing hour ; 
Trust not thy wishes to to-morrow's power. 

Sept. 30, 1832. 
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HORACE~(ODE I. 8) 
To Lydia. 

By all the Gods ! say, Lydia, why you force 

Sybaris on to ruin through your love ? 
Say why he now abjures the sunny course, 

Whose patience dust nor sunbeams once could 
move? 
Warrior-like, why joins he not the ride 

Of other youths, nor gallant charger guide 
With jagged curb ? The Tiber's yellow tide 

Why should he fear to touch ? Why shuns he now 
Athletic sports more sedulously still 

Than viper's blood ? His arms no longer glow 
With weapons oft renowned for feats of skill ; 

For javelin oft hurled beyond the line at will I 
AVhy lurks he, as ('twas said in days of yore) 

The son of sea-born Thetis lurked before 
Troy's mournful obsequies, lest his male attire 
To death should drag him, and to Lycian slaughter 
dire? 

February, 1856. 
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HORACE— (ODE I. 3). 

To THE Ship which conveyed Virgil to Athens. 

May the Fair Goddess of the Cyprian Isle, 

May that bright pair who deign from heaven to smile — 

Brothers of Helen, may ^geus rude — 

(All winds except the gentle west subdued) 

May those great powers combine thy course to guide, 

Oh, precious bark ! which bears on ocean's tide 

My Virgil 1 Waft him to the Athenian shore, 

And let me not my soul's best half deplore 1 

His breast with threefold fortitude was armed. 

Peril nor toil his dauntless heart alarmed. 

Who first defied the rude remorseless deep 

In fragile barque, nor feared the furious sweep 

Of Afric in contention loud and strong 

With northern tempest, as it howled along ; 

Nor yet by direful Hyades was swayed. 

Nor shrank from Southern hurricane dismayed — 

Which rules supreme the Adriatic's breast, 

And stirs the waves to fury or subdues to rest. 

He who contemplated, with tranquil eyes. 

The monsters of the deep around him rise. 
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And viewed unmoved the billows mounting high. 

Even to the skies ; the threatening rocks that lie 

Concealed from sight, Acroceraunia named, 

For wrecks innumerable so widely famed ; 

What form of death could that brave soul dismay. 

Who the terrific main could thus survey 1 

Vainly, in wisdom, did great Jove divide 

The different countries by the rolling tide, 

Since the bold vessel scorns the just decree 

And impious passes the forbidden sea ! 

Mankind, by frantic headlong passion driven, 

Rush through Iniquity. One stole from heaven, 

By basest artifice, the Immortal fire ; 

And, plundering the blest abodes, drew down Jove^s ire. 

Consumption and unknown diseases fell 

Upon the Earth ; while Death's relentless knell. 

Delayed till then, advanced with rapid flight ; — 

To Japhet's race we owe this desolating blight ! 

Ambitious Daedalus presumptuous tried 

To pierce the spheres with wings to man denied 1 

Nothing can mortals' rash attempts repel ; 

Since dauntless Hercules even entered Hell ! 

We in our folly dare to Heaven aspire ; 

By countless crimes against great Jove conspire ; 

Ne'er suffering to repose his bolt's avenging fire. 

November, 1832. 
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FROM ANACREON. 



To HIS Harp. 



I WISHED to sing of battle-fields, 
Of heroes, Cadmus, swords and shields ; 
In vain 1 no skill of mine could move 
My Harp, for still she sang of Love ! 

I broke the strings in violent ire. 
Then changed the shell, and sang with fire ; 
The Herculean toil, all but divine, — 
Yet still I this wayward Harp of mine 
Defied my will ; she would not move, 
But sang of Love — but sang of Love I 

Ye heroes I whom IVe loved so well, 
To you a long a last farewell I 
I fail for you my Harp to move, 
For now she only sings of Love ! 

February 6, 1856. 
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ANACREON— ODE. 

Nature, who horns on Bulls, and who on Horses 

hoofs bestowed ; 
To Hares the swiftest foot, to Lions dreadful teeth 

allowed ; 
Swimming to Fish, flying to Birds, and courage to 

Mankind, — 
For Woman weak had nothing left ; — what is she then 

assigned ? 
In place of shields, in place of swords, she Beauty 

made her dower ; 
Woman who but Beauty owns — over steel and fire 

hath power 1 

October, 1858. 
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ANACREON. 
Of Himself. 

Yes, you the conflicting wars of Thebes narrate ; 
Yes, he the Phrygian strifes love to relate ; 

But I^ my own captivity will tell — 

On it alone I dwell. 
No horse, no legions of foot-soldiery 
Assail my life ; no fleets in fierce array. 
But a new and stronger force, from beauty's eye, 

Wounds me — and here I lie I 

April 4, 1863. 
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